THE    STAR-SPANGLED  'MANNER
virgins. I saw myself stripped naked by the
guardians of virtue, I almost began to feel in my
pockets to make sure that 1 was not carrying impro-
per postcards. For you see, I had been banned in
Boston, and on such occasions one remembers that
sort of thing.
And then -1 arrived. As I stepped from the taxi
1 found myself in a mean street, outside a low and
scabrous house. I blinked suspiciously at my driver.
I said *I wanted the New York Society for the - '
'Yeah. Spreshun o' vice. Well, you got it.' He
pointed to the door, and spat, with exquisite pre-
cision, in its direction. 'And/ he grinned, *yer wel-
come/
With which, the sweet creature departed.
I stood in the rain and looked up at the house. To
my shame, it occurred to me that it looked like one of
*those' houses. It only needed a red light to ...
But what was I doing to be harbouring such
thoughts? I frowned, plucked up my courage, and
knocked at the door.
It was opened. I found myself in a small room so
dirty that I instantly wished I could instil into the
Society a realization of the necessity of suppressing
dust as well as vice. I was asked to sit down. I sat
down. And with my usual bad taste, proceeded to
glare about me.
Thefifoe de resistance was a picture on the wall of a
lady in rose pink tulle. She was throwing a flower to
somebody from a balcony. I was about to congratu
late the clerk on the skill with which the artist had
delineated the symbols of lunacy in her features when
78